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himself and these men,  and  soothed  his  wounded
pride with the thought of their stupidity.
Then he felt the need of seeing Rosanette. After
such an exhibition of ugly traits, and so much mag-
niloquence, her dainty person would be a source of
relaxation. She was aware that he had intended to
present himself at a club that evening. However, she
did not even ask him a single question when he came in.
She was sitting near the fire, ripping open the lining
of a dress. He was surprised to find her thus occupied.
"Hallo! what are you doing?"
"You can see for yourself," said she, dryly. "I
am mending my clothes! So much for this Republic
of yours!"
"Why do you call it mine?"
"Perhaps you want to make out that it's mine!"
And she began to upbraid him for everything that
had happened in France for the last two months, ac-
cusing him of having brought about the Revolution
and with having ruined her prospects by making
everybody that had money leave Paris, and that she
would by-and-by be dying in a hospital.
"It is easy for you to talk lightly about it, with
your yearly income! However, at the rate at which
things are going on, you won't have your yearly in-
come long."
"That may be," said Frederick. "The most de-
voted are always misunderstood, and if one were not
sustained by one's conscience, the brutes that you
mix yourself up with would make* you feel disgusted
with your own self-denial!"
Rosanette gazed at him with knitted brows.
"Eh? What? What self-denial? Monsieur has
not succeeded, it would seem ? So much the better!